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room sat eight or ten people, mostly friends of the
sheikh. Mahomed Salie, the Matof, also attended,
and he evidently had been bragging to them about his
eminent client, because they treated me with much
honour and asked that I should make Ossa, that is
lead the afternoon prayers, which consist of four rakahts.
The sheikh, a dignified, elderly Arab, then clapped his
hands like an Arabian Nights Sultan and let an astounding
number of slaves bring in the table and the dinner.
So many servants appeared that I really believe he must
have borrowed a number for show. In Mecca this is
often done. We ate off a platform only eight inches
high and surrounded by so many rugs that one sank
into them.

Talk at the outset remained subdued. One man
asked if I was a Hanifi or Shaft Mahomedan. He
had noticed in the Haram that I prayed after the manner
of the latter sect. I said I did not regard the imam
Ali as reverently as the Hanifi, who rank him with his
uncle, the Prophet. This piece of information was
not to the taste of my questioner, who turned out to
be of the latter belief himself. During the meal the
sheikh of Zamzam suddenly remembered something.
He shouted "Where is the drink for the Englishman?"
whereupon a slave ran in holding a tray with a lonely
bottle of Holbrook's Worcester Sauce. This was probably
the strangest place in which the widely-distributed
commodity was ever consumed.

I noticed that the Meccans only used loaf sugar,
never the granulated kind. Tinned groceries are seldom